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| ROM . 
Awake my Muſe! while e lends ber 
„ Ms; 
. 7 
And calls forth Fancy from her nb. FE 
To wing the facred Flight. Shall he remain 
Unſupg,, haſe on immortal Lays could pile 
Trumpbal Arches, and for Merit wrenthe 
Eternal Laurels ? Shall the gen'rous Bard . -. 
Shake off the Bonds of Senſe, and upwards mount * 
Beyond this little Scene, and not receive 5 


8 * hn Tribute of a grateful Muſe ? 


0 could the Muſe catch the poetic Flame; 


— * 4 8 » me” 
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Were Newron's * Glories to tbraſtoniſrod. eye 
- "'Unbounded ſhine ! then might ſhe hope to raiſe 
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How utter half his Praiſe ? Ye Sons of Verſe, 
Who from this Fountain drew poetic Life, 


. 8 loud his Merit ] ye who climb the Paths 
Which guide to Glory, andevith ſoaring Wing . 
| Aſcend the Muſc's Hill, can ye remain 5 
Silent, while yet the dear Remembrance ſwells 


Your grateful Boſoms ? Say, what noble on UI 
What Virtue was not his ? Supremely bleſs'd 


With laviſh Nature's Gifts, how did he range © | 
Thro all her Wilds, and to the wond'ring Mind 


' Diſplay the rolling Year ? The verdant SyanG 
_ Clad in her flow'ry Pride, profuſe of ann 
Smiles fro the lucid South; while Nature all 


Starts up 'to Life, ee e eee 


5 Blooms in ber rich Array, and ſhoots proſuſe 


table Store: The fragrant Plain, 


| : Deck'd i in her Beauties, opens all her Sweets, 
And, + big with e, chears — of Man. 
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* Ses his Prem eb ih the Men of Sir e 


Tue bloom g Spring averts ber Virgin Face, 
When SUMMER comes; with ſultry Pace he com̃os, 
And beams in Glory ofer the fervid Globe, OT 

His plaſtic Rays all ripening Nature eels, 

And glows in youthful Pride; diffuſive: Showers. 

| Refreſh the arid Glebe, or from the Cloud 5 
Deep- black ning the impetuous Torrent pours; 5 

Or dreadful burſt the Magazines of Hail: _ f 
Athwart the Sky the forked Light'nings flaſh. - "0 
In borrid Pomp, and the hoarſe Thunder roars, | 
| . TremenFous roars, and awes the ings World, | 


| But, lo the changing Scene ! aur appears, 
Array'd in yellow Pomp; the Orchard bend f, 
With fragrant Fruitage, bluſhing midſt the Leaves -" 
And grateful to the Taſte ; the Harveſt waves OF = 
Oer all the fertile Field; the Farmer's Heart | 
Exulting leaps, as Oer the nodding Plain 
He throws his joyous Eyes, while Znduſtry r, 
Now graſps the Sickle, and innur d to Toil 
With 8 Hand concludes the ruſtling Scene. 


But 3 has Autumn pour d her ſmitful Boon 
Luxuriant forth, and ſwell'd the Farmer's Store, 
Till from the low' ring Eaſt, in ſtormy Rage, 
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n trembling Near. The hoary Eros. 
Rears his congealing Head, while oft the Snow 


Deſcends in fleecy Pomp. Te changing 3 
Which. deck the Seaſons; the revolving Year, - 8 


Both hen ſne blooms, and when in wintry * 
She darts her Horrors o'er the ſhivering World, 
| Dredin her Glories ſtands diele d by him. 5 


His Genius boundleſs ringed thro” all the Tres ts 
of wid'ning Nature; ; to his piercing Eye 
8 all his Stores 
ol Light immenſe, which, with the borrow'd Rays © 
\ Night's | crix Queen tranimits, for- ever ſhine 
With heavenly W in bis enn Song · 8 


| Farepon Svibs, ch in the Patriot 8 Sul 
cn fervid +, he with gen rous Vigaur Nee | 
And ſung the mighty Theme. Immortal Rome, 
Where Freedom once tremendous held her Reig 85. 


e ber Terrors ofer the yielding World, 
Where bleeding Heroes ftemm'd the ruſhing Tid 
© Of dreadful Ruin, and with Glory lay 8 


Swetch · d on the Plains of Conqueſt, while the State 
_O& er irembling ? Nations . her awful * 
Imperial, the, N 151 Mat 


1 * 


| Shines au fever d, and thro? the Boſom d. "he 
The Patriot Ray, while oft with manly 2 EIS 


; The kindling Bregft breathes forth the ger ang Fire, 


Nor iops his Muſe, but thro” contending ner 
Purſues ber ample Range, and ſhews the State. i 
To all ber Terrors dreſt, when Freedom pourd 
Her martial Sons profuſely o'er the Field, 

To check th'exulting Eaſt, \ when dreadful get — 1 
The Perſian Lord. while i in his num'rous Traly . 
Collected Nations roll d. How Freedom PEE; 
Theſe Sans of Greatneſs, to ſuſtain the Shocks Sa 

Ol gathering Armies, be in martal Seins 
Preſented, vivid to thiaſtoniſh'd eye. hea 5 8 


* 


Barrawaa's Glory, in his Berel Page, | : wu 
Breaks forth ilſuftrious ; af the Sols of Fm? 
boſe dauntleſs Souls, i dts. 
of yayward Fortune, urg d their gen rous Coyrſe, 
m'd for ever, dazzle in his Song. 3 
Hie traced the Riſings of the warlike State, 
How oft enflam'd the madding Nation ar d, 


* 


in dire Combuſtion and inteſtine Rage, 5 
O erxchelm d the eee, DO 


Her facted * nnn 
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To wail her fad Remove, till William roſe, 
To waft her backwards from the Beſgick Shores 


| -* Nor doeh his Mule, r 
Of Targor's Virtues; the enchanting lou wt 
of Eloquence divine, which from his Lips 
In feet Profuſion ſtreamꝰd p{trait char 'd the Soul, wi 
And pour'd Perſuaſion round th/aſtoniſh'd Throng. = 
Theſe all are his. and more. The glowing Hear 
Which graſps the human Kind, the tender Throb 
| weeps the Woes of Man, the lib'ral Hand : 
ps Which firews profuſe its glad'ning Bounties rounds 4 
Nor can his gen'rous Deeds by ruthleſs Time 
Be e'er effac'd, ſince dreſt in Thousox's Lays | | 
They charm immortal: In his Portrait fair 
The finiſh'd Stateſmen ſhines, the Patriot glows, 
And every Virtue opens to the View. 


But ſay! ! ye Virgins, from whoſe arti meal. 
Ie drew the heaving Sigh, while graceful down 
Your Cheeks warm bluſhing fell the ſtarting Tears, 
In pearly Sorrow, as with gen' rous Rage, 
His * * Wan e * | 


32 8/84 bi Poem anſerated to the Men "= 
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And Lies, undaunted in the noble Cauſe | 
| Of bloating Carthage. All ye lovely - = 5 


Do ye not mo bim, and your ſmarting Breaſts, 
Feel zar Throws? your Bard no more 

| Can charm your Ears, b 
His ſoft Ifitrudigns; While with nameleſs Art 
He led y6u captive ho the Maze of Love, 8 
tio Numbers ſwelPd your Souls. . 
0. eafts with ſweet Emotions * 
As oft. you turn? d, bis Nature-painting Page, 
And drank the Draughts of Love ; your ev'ry Nerves 
With Trepidation Leia d, confeſs'd the Flame, 
High- kindling in your Soils] as thro' yout Veins 
The ſhiveritig Trranſport ran; nor did his Muſe 
E'er paint a guilty Scene, bar nobly puts, 555 
Preſented Vittue in her lovely Robes 

Of Idhvcerice- and Peace : By him the e 


And reign'd triumphant Ver the yielding Hear: | 


But as, wich Him, the tragic Muſe has wit 
Her airy Flight, and left the drooping Ille, ; 
Long to henivan het Tiom%ox, now A more © . 
The Genius of the Stage; ye Gay and Falr, 
When his kft Scenes * ſhall open to your View 

B 
® Coltotanus, « geh urin by M. 12 
fon, which is expedted to be afted this Seaſon. 1 


| 4-40 | 
In perſect Luſtre great; Sher | Rome ſhall mow | 

The horrid Hate, which halles relentleſF en, * 
To ftrike the Blow of Fate, —— Wir 
Colledted Vengeance on the Roman Nan.” 80 
0 then ye Fair! with ever ute catt: Ip 
Aſſert his Cauſe, as oft in . 8 
Ye nightly viſit, "where with tugic Ns. 
Reſounds the vanlted Dome, While th 

Oft ſtarts the Tear, and dovih Nei def) cha, FA 
Steals trickling, then aſſert the N auld 
And with your Praiſes crom bis Piting = 


Never did Envy flain bis noble eaſt ; 
Far from his Boſom fled arſenal Plans, 
Nor durſt appreach a Soul ſo great W M. 
| Ereneft Virtue, on his ſmiling Brow)... ral 1 
Sat in her Charms, and with cc Grace, 
Engaged th'admiring; Throng: E ne 5 . 
| The idle Pomp of Liſe, nor meanly graſp'd - 
At pageant Greatneſs ; nor, with eager Eye, 
Purſg'd the Glare of Wealth ; his ere 
Of nobler kind, while: on his ſwelling Soul | 
 Ruſh'd. Contemplation, and etherial flew + . 
Themen erbe, Ae en Ey 

Poar'd all her Viſions forth : But ſay, ye Few 

Who knew the Movements of his noble Mind,” 


Jad th eee eas of rndip dn, 


- 


8 7. a "70 
7 4 SS 4 . * * - . 
h — 


Fg 


4 


my 11 7 
From Soul to a, ye knew his Boſom ben 
| Benpvolerice to Man, he grafp'd his kind 
In all the Ties of Love: but O while round 
The ſocial Bowl, ye quaff d the mental Feaſt 
wiſti fond Endearment, nt bis Flow of Wit, 
With Bliſs ecſtatic, filPd your raviſh'd Minds; 
While he, with Look benign, with winning Grace 
* And Tonꝑue inſtructive, open'd all his Stores of 
FTreaſur'd Knowledge, and with rapid Flight, | 
x. Time. wingd her Way Can ye recount theſe : 
* Scenes | 
F of boundleſs Pleaſure ? ? ---- No Remembrance 
checks | : 
N The fond Relation, and of er all your 8 
— Extends a penſive Gloom. Ah whither fled 
. B&B Theſe Hours of Bliſs! If in this Vale of Tears, . 
(Where ming ling Horror gathers: all her Storms 
To blaſt the Scenes of Joy) aught can be called 
Eeſtatie Bliſt. Buch, viſionary Liſe, 
Ale all thy ſhifting Scenes; now they unfold . 
Their varied Charms, and, like the vernal Roſe, * 
g Diffuſe their balmy Sweets, till ſtrait ſucceeds 88 
. The gel id Air, to nip their bloſſom'd Growth. ; 
What art thou, Life! at beſt an airy Shew, 
And like a Vapour which by Night condem d 
O'erclouds the Sky, till ſtrait the folar Ray 
4 Tieres its tenuous Sides, then ſinks Its rows. 
© To 
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8⁰ fly de Pbentoms of our fond Purſait ! | 


Beſtowed the. Raven-bue, ar built ber Limbs EH 
"With:fine Proportion; till behold the Br 
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Toi nt Atoms 3 ſich. the Baſe of Life, 
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Scarce oy, pur eonſcipys Head has Nature pourd 


Exiſteneg, and uprearid the brittle Frame 
With ber conducting Hang, till round ſhe ſons. 
The Seeds of Death ; Diſeaſes upoblerved _ 
For ever mine the Citadel of Life, 


Till one dread Blaſt diſſol ves it i into Duſt, 


Where fled ye, Viſions. of enchanting Joy». 
With all your giddy Train? Where now the Hope 
Which warm'd the Virgin's Breaſt, as in her Pride 


of roſy Beauty oft ſhe turn'd the Round 
of Paſtimes gay, and drunk th'enchanting Cup _ 


Of madd ning Pleaſure! while with conſcious 90 


She. beam'd her Beauties round, and felt the Sweets 


Of Love e ber Soul. 


Scarce has he wav'd | in \ all her gaudy Dreſs, 
Or laviſh'd half her Charms, or view'd the Scene 
Of youthful Fralic ; ſcarce has Nature fluſh'd | 
Her blooming Cheek, or in her Boſom 4" cal 
The Throbs of Love, or on her ſhining Hair 


) 


Of dread Affliction blaſts her roſy Youth, ; 1 


Then dg thr Yal hr exe eng Cm 


Now fly ber Viſzons, with their airy, Tmin 
Of future Bliſs, with which, ber felling Breaſt | 
"Triumphant heay'd, now hatfled Beauty weeps,- 
And ofer her livid Face even, Virtue dropy ,- 
The Sons of Pleaſure, who in bow ry Youth . 
Look'd forward to enjoy a Length of Days, .. 
Gay o'er the Stage of Time, they. flutt'ring move, 
Secure of Life, and plan the empty Preem 
of mimic Greatneſs ; oft exults the Heart 

Oer all the fancy'd Scene, while heedleſs they 
Ruſk on the Snares of Woe, and inſtant Fate 

Snatches her tender Prey. Now riſing Hope, 
With all her Phantoms of expected Joy, 
Shrinks into Air. Thus fleet the Days of Man, 
While all the Din and glitt'ring Pomp of Lie 8 
Remain for ever huſn' d in filent Sleep. | 
Nor want we here the elegiac Song, N 
To ſtrew freſh Roſes round the ſacred Tomb. 
Where Virtue weeps; here let the penſive Mind 
Turn to the glowing Page, where Szasons roll 

Around the varied Vear; there view array d 
In Beauty's Grace, the ever blooming Spring, 
Which ſultry Summer ſhews ; or all the Stores 

Which yellow Autumn pours; or: Minter view. 
With Storms: and Torrents Wen er the. Year. 

| a The ſe 
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Thelvall are his. And while we pms 


| To paint the Vale, or ruſtling Harveſt nods, 


Or Winter glooms, or Summer glads the Earth, 


Theſe, theſe ſhall rear his monumental Stone 


1 


Beyond the Attacks of Time. O could the Mule 
O'erleap the Bounds of Senſe, and wing her 1 


' , To yon effulgent Orbs, where dwell the Bleſs'd, 


Krray'd in lucid Robes, there might ſhe view 


The Muſes Sons with chearſul Looks advance, 
JT 0o bail the Partner of their deathleſs Joy. 
See SyxNCER deigns to point his mazy Way | 
Thro' Manſions ever new; and MiLTox's ſelf, 


Obſequious bending from his laure'd Throne, 
Now greets his nobleſt Son, and to the Choir 
Of circling Angels, yields the heayenly Gueſt ; * 
Who lead him wond' ring thro the radiant Spheres, 
Foſt in the Maze of Thought, high raiſed, to him 
| Whoſe Hand creative form'd the ſpacious Valt 


La thouſand Worlds, who bid our ſolar Year 
olve, and Seaſons ſteer their varied Cours 
And moves, directs, and agitates the Whole. 
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Mr. Thomion, being the beſt deſeriptive Poet in 
our Age, has frequently oum d, ans in this On 


he Eves his v Fi ver moo 
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